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Sonia38, where is the way?
Entwined creepers of thoughts
in the dense forest of the mind,
the rays of the sun
never reach there.
The sounds of the gossip of leaves
in the dense forest
when the dark midnight
has unfolded her black hair.
Fear alone is shining
on the green face of nature,
and the heart
filled with illusion.
All things are present
but there is an emptiness in all,
and meanness
in the minds of human beings.
The concepts of different theories;
the conflict of diverse contradictions;
unceasing rain of fire
on the heart of the cursed man;
the vain exercise of stale logic
on the result of cause and effect;
and the unending discussions
about the multiplication
of changing ages of planets,
by those fickle minds
that can't see
what lies there
beyond the fence,
by those restless minds
that can't know
the way of knowing
the minds of others.